Life and Letters

the symptom of a disease. u Fools rush into
my head." That became his condition. He
turned away from the great themes, he lost
the habit, If never entirely the capacity, of
contemplating and responding to the sublime
and the lovely in nature and the heart of
man. Lacking that " fierce indignation " which
Swift professed and often felt, he spent his
days and nights thinking splcnetically of
people who had offended him and people whose
only offence was that they had no brains.
He came to wear a permanent sneer; he
developed a preference for saying a biting
rather than a beautiful thing ; he chose to be
satirical, and he became, though to the last
he was liable to make an exquisite phrase or
to glide briefly into sublimity, a satirist pure
and simple. If a man constantly practises
satire, that Is bound to be his fate; he may
have many moods, but If the satirical mood
becomes a habit of mind he Is, as a poet, done
for, for poetry is the fruit of love, sympathy,
humility, and awe, which are no qualities for
a witty scourger of fools.
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